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' Whatever amount may have been realized by the sale of the collec- 
tion of pictures, furniture, bronzes, terra-cottas and other objects left 
by the late Albe'rt Wolff, it is certain that the sale failed to attract 
many visitors to the Hotel des Ventes in the Rue Drouot. The items 
.which excited the highest bidding were a portrait of Wolff himself by 
Bastien-Lepage; "Washerwomen," by Boudin; two watercolors by 
Lewis Brown; " Young Lady at Her Toilet," by Carolus Duran; and 
a " Peasant Reposing From Labor," by Puvis de Chavannes. Paint- 
ings by Jongkind, Monnier, Alfred Stevens and Van Marke were sold 
at moderate figures. Wolff, as a matter of fact, was a sort of a dealer 
in paintings, objects of art and antiques, and during his lifetime was 
continually engaged in getting up sales of his artistic belongings. So 
it was that some of the best things he ever possessed went long ago. 
As an illustration of his Semitic nature, it is said that he once pro- 
posed and entered into a contract with Corot, by which he was to 
have first choice of the painter's works at the uniform rate of 4,000 
francs, or scarcely $800 each. From the fact that not a single example 
of the master's brush appeared in the last sale, it may be naturally 
assumed that the critic disposed of what he had to good advantage 

long ago. 

* * * 

One of the principal purveyors of the " Almanach des Muses," and 
a most charming writer of boudoir verse, was Claude Joseph Dorat, a 
new and magnificent edition of whose " Baisirs " has just been pub- 
lished by Lemerre. No poet that France has produced ever accom- 
plished half toward the advancement of book-making and book-illus- 
trating as this rare and gifted genius. No volumes of the eighteenth 
century poesy will endure as his. A man of unusual taste as well as 
of practical experience, he personally directed the publication of his 
works, and allowed no expense to be spared in making of them veritable 
editions de luxe. The best types that the founders could mould, the 
best paper.upon which text could be printed, were obtained for the 
production of these daintily written lyrics, while' Eisen and Marillier, 
Baquoy, Binet, Delannay, de Longueil, Massard and the most cele- 
brated line engravers of the period were engaged to furnish the illus- 
trations. The result is that these exquisite volumes are 'models of 
composition and typography. For a French amateur to possess a 
library in which " Le Mois de Mai," the "Epitre a Sophie Arnould," 
or " Les Sacrifices de V Amour," does not figure, is to stamp it as in- 
complete. Alas for the author ! Dorat terminated his days in desti- 
tution, embarrassment and want, ruined by the very excess of ex- 
travagance with which his verses were published. He died at his 
desk while correcting some proof sheets that had been sent to him by 
the printer. 

* * * 

I doubt if anyone, with the exception perhaps of his most intimate 
friends and admirers, will dispute the excessively bad taste displayed 
on the part of Monsieur Julien Viaud, otherwise known as " Pierre 
Loti," in attacking before the assembled members of the Academie 
Francaise the writings of M. Zola, and more particularly M. Zola 
himself. There was nothing equivocal to be construed from the 
diatribes hurled by the youthful and emasculated naval lieutenant at 
his unfortunate opponent- for admission to the Palais Mazarin. For 
Viaud, in reality, owes the possession of the coveted fauteuil, to which 

,his name' is at present tagged, to none other than Monsieur Zola him- 
self. Zola was a candidate for the chair left vacant by Octave 

. Feuillet. So was Viaud. Zola was without constituents. Viaud was 
the happy possessor of the good graces of the Comte d'Haussonville 
and of old Jurien de la Graviere, since gone to his last account. The 



Academy, or its members, were jealous of the author of ' L'Assom- 
moir." They feared to admit within the fold the most potent master 
of modern fiction extant. So in order to compromise matters they 
deliberately bit off their nose. They elected Viaud and discarded his 
competitor. 

* * * 

So rarely do newly elected Immortals depart from the carefully pre- 
pared and almost stereotyped forms of rhetoric consecrated by usage 
to their introductory address, that the bold departure of M. "Loti" 
from the beaten track of platitudinous discourse, on the day of his 
reception into the literary wig-box, has fallen like a dynamite cart- 
ridge among the members of that body. How, it may well be asked, 
can Viaud, who publicly declares to have read little or nothing of 
French literature, who, to use his own words, " never opens a book," 
so bitterly denounce and criticise the school of realism ? The ques- 
tion is somewhat difficult to answer. Yet M. Viaud pretends to be 
shocked at the manner in which contemporary French novelists write 
of what they see, hear, think, feel and know to exist. For him the 
pure, the virtuous, the ideal, the frozen sounds of the frigid north, 
love lorn Lotis and fisher maidens. ' Oh dear, oh dear ! What is the 
name of this malady ? 

* * * * 

It would be difficult for the average American, or Englishman for 
that matter, to attach the same importance to the Academy and its 
exclusive membership as is displayed in this land of sole au gratin and 
escargots. For while admission within its sacred precincts is an honor 
recognized throughout by the bourgeoisie, it is a fact that influence and 
not merit is the necessary adjunct to successful candidacy. A few of 
the more prominent men of letters, including Alphonse Daudet, are 
aware of this and ridicule the institution and its adherents. The 
majority crave admittance, and among the innumerable aspirants for 
enrollment among the " forty " is Emile Zola. Sooner or later his 
name must be inscribed by M. Camille Doucet upon the roll of mem- 
bership. It is inevitable. For Zola is not a man to be thwarted in a 
trivial matter like this. Perhaps he will even occupy the seat 
vacated by the late patron saint of Loti — old Admiral de la Graviere. 

Who can tell ? 

* * * 

The Salon jury has finished, its labor of selection, and admitted to 
the Spring exhibition 1720 canvases. This is 80 less than the maxi- 
mum fixed by the regulations. , 

Paris, April 20, 1892. John Preston Beecher, 
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MR. H. E. DEATS, of Flemington, N. J., is a native-born col- 
lector, and in spite of his youth has already gathered together 
one of the finest, most important and valuable collections of American 
postage stamps, essays, proofs, etc.', now valued at over $15,000. It 
is for the special purpose of devoting all his energies to the comple- 
tion of this collection that he has decided to dispose of his coins, 
medals and numismatic library of over 1 300 volumes; of his collection 
of Continental and Confederate paper money, and of his United States 
fractional currency. All these have been placed in the hands of Prof. 
Ed. Frossard, who will issue a catalogue and sell the entire collection 
by auction at the Leavitt Art Rooms, some time in May or June. 
Catalogues will be distributed free of charge upon application to Ed. 
Frossard, 787 and 789 Broadway, New York City. 
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insect destroyer that has ever been known to the public and pharmacists. It will destroy the very germ of Insects without any exception, such as BUGS. 
CROTON BUGS, ROACHES, ANTS, MOTHS, ETC., and only needs to be tried once in order to recommend itself. 

It can be delivered in quantities to order of Museums, etc., or by the bottle for limited use. 

Reference is made, by permission, to The Collector. 
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